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Sacred Heart Statue 


This statue, ornate in appearance, has a receptacle at the base for 
a Vigil Light Glass, which makes it convenient and attractive for home 
devotions. One Statue (13 inches in height), one Ruby Glass, and one 
dozen Vigil Lights will be sent, postage paid, on receipt of $2.50. 


WILL & BAUMER CANDLE CO., Inc. 


162 N. Franklin Street, Chicago, Ill. 


LAPIDAR 


An excellent, non-poisonous remedy for purifying the blood and toning up the system. 
Lapidar is not an ordinary patent medicine. It is composed of leaves, flowers and herbs, 
all gathered from the mountains of Switzerland. Lapidaris compounded by Rev. Father 
Kuenzle of St. Gall, Switzerland, the best authority on Swiss Alpine herbs, whose books 
are in official use in many schools in Switzerland. Lapidar acts favorably in cases of gout, 
skin diseases, abscesses, stiffness of the limbs, faulty circulation, etc. It has a very bene- 
ficial effect especially on the stomach, kidneys and lungs. Rev. Father Kuenzle has the 
recommendation of the Holy Father as an herbalist. Price of regular Lapidar $2.50 per 
box. Persons afflicted with high blood pressure, gout, or stomach troubles or weak heart 
and nerves or liver troubles, inquire for Special Lapidar mentioning nature of ailment. 
Price $2.85 per box. 

Agents wanted Address: Lapidar Co., Chino, California 


John P. Beuth 
105 N. Williams St., Moberly, Mo. 
Plumbing, Steam, Hot Water and Warm Air Heating 
Institutional work a specialty 











Watch the date on your magazine! It indicates the month and 
the year to which your subscription is paid. If it reads “Mar. 32” 
your subscription expired with the Mar. 1932 issue; if “Apr. 32,” it 
expires with this issue. If your remittance reaches us 10 days or so 
before the magazine goes forward we will probably be unable to change 
the date on that issue; but the advanced date to which your subscrip- 
tion is paid will appear on the following number. 


We must warn our kind readers not to send money in coins or 
bills placed loose in letters, as it is decidedly unsafe. Whenever pos- 
sible, send remittance by Money Order, Check or Draft made payable 
to Mother M. Dolorosa. 





TABERNACLE AND PURGATORY 


Printed and published monthly in English and in German by the 
Benedictine Sisters of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri, under a 
Benedictine Father. 


Subscription Price, per year $1.00 Canada, Ireland & England $1.25 
Entered as second-class matter March 19, 1907, at the post office 
at Clyde, Missouri, under the Act of Congress of March 3, 1897. Ac- 


ceptance for mailing at special rate of postage provided for in section 
1108, Act of October 8, 1917, authorized July 17, 1918. 


USEFUL AND ATTRACTIVE PREMIUMS 
Given for New Subscripti 
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The Golden 
Book — a com- 
plete prayer-book 
of the Blessed 
Virgin, with the 
treatise of Bl. de 
Montfort on 


ons to “Tabernacle and Purgatory” 


For Five NEW Subscriptions 
Select either of the following: — 


The Blessed Vir- 
gin Library 8 paper- 
bound booklets. The 
beautiful devotion to 
Mary in all its various 
aspects, set forth in 
compact form. Very 


“True Devotion interesting and devo- 
to Mary.” Bound tion-inspiring. Pro- 
in American Mo- vide yourself with 
rocco leather, red this little “library” 


burnished edges. in preparation for 
Size 3% x 5% in. your May devotions. 


For Four NEW Subscriptions 


Jesus in the Hearts of Little Children — A child’s complete prayer- 
book of 160 pages. Bound either in black pin American Seal, Morocco 
grain leather, red under gold edges, stamped in genuine gold on 
front. OR in white seal grain imitation leather, red under gold edges, 
stamped in gold on front. Excellent for First Communion. 


For Three NEW Subscriptions 


Jesus in the Hearts of Little Children — durable cloth binding, 
stamped in imitation gold on front. Colors: black; white, blue or rose. 


For Two NEW Subscriptions 


Jesus in the Hearts of Little Children — flexible cloth binding, 
Colors: black, white, red, blue or rose. 





For One NEW Subscription 


Soul-inspiring picture of the Agoniz- 
ing Christ of Limpias, size 16 x 21 in. 
in photo-tone. A most touching repre- 
sentation of Our Lord on the. Cross. 


OR: — 


Devotion to the Holy Ghost —a 
64-page booklet, on the operations of 
the Holy Ghost in the Church of, Christ 
and in the human soul; reflections for 
Pentecost and prayers. “s 


Address: Benedictine Convent ‘ 
of Perpetual Adoration . 
Clyde, Missouri 




















Tabernacle and Purgatory 





A monthly periodical devoted to the Most Blessed Sacrament and the consolation 
of the Poor Souls. Price $1.00; Canada,$1.25. Published with the approbation of Most 
Rev. Francis Gilfillan, D.D., Bishop of St. Joseph, and the Blessing of Pope Pius XI. 
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The Loving Companion of Our Exile 
“My delights were to be with the children 
of men” (Prov. viii. 31). 








fm ESUS has given us the most brilliant proof of His love 
"4 by the institution of the Holy Eucharist. Love wishes 
to enjoy the company of the beloved and feels his absence 
keenly. Knowing that the hour was come when He should 
go to His Father, Jesus would not leave us orphans, but 
in His love found a means to remain with us to the end of time 
in the Adorable Sacrament of the Altar. Making Himself thus the 
companion of our exile, He multiplies His presence all over the 
world, that no one may be deprived of it. Thus He proves thai it 
is “His delight to be with the children of men.” 

“Behold I am with you all days, even to the consummation of 
the world.” He is always with us, by His word in the Church, by 
His grace in the Sacraments, by His presence in the Holy Eucharist. 
“He desires that we converse with Him as one friend does with 
another.” (Thomas a Kempis.) 

Here in the solitude of the Tabernacle, He is incessantly occupied 
with us; He thinks of us, and is mindful of our needs. His friendship 
is so genuine, so sincere, that we are ever in His mind and even 
in His Heart. There is no thought or action of ours into which He 
does not enter, not a joy in which He does not participate, not a 
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pain or sorrow with which He does not sympathize. From the interior 
of the Tabernacle He calls us as from an abyss of mercy: “Come to 
Me all you that labor and are burdened, and I will refresh you.” 
Could there be a friendship truer than this, or more genuine? Why 
do we not visit this best of friends more often? Why is He not more 
in our minds and in our hearts? Why do we not confide our troubles 
to Him? The author of “The Love of Jesus” thus addresses the 
Sacred Heart in the Tabernacle: “Dearest Jesus, let us no longer 
remain so cold and reserved towards Thee; let us resolve that we 
will not wait till some terrible convulsion breaks up the calm surface 
of our souls, and casts us here at Thy feet, because all else has 
failed us. Let us come day by day, and pour out to Thee the story 
of our daily life. Let us lay all at Thy feet, sorrows and joys, hopes 
and fears.— Do Thou, dearest Lord, gather tenderly all our words 
in Thy loving Heart, solve our doubts, soothe our troubles, and 
unravel the tangled skein of our conflicting duties.” 


“I Live, Now No Longer I, but Christ Liveth in Me” 
(Gal. ii. 20) 


The love of Jesus in the Holy Eucharist is shown most of all in 
this that He vouchsafes to become the food of our souls, thus identify- 
ing Himself with us: “We live in Him and He in us.” The Eucharistic 
transubstantiation is a vital act by which Jesus changes the bread into 
His Flesh and the wine into His Blood; in like manner the Eucharistic 
Communion is a vital act by which He takes possession of our soul, 
wholly pervades all its powers, makes it His own, and moulds it 
according to His Divine wishes. This prodigy is expressed by St. Paul 
the Apostle: “I live, now no longer I, but Christ liveth in me.” 
Material bread becomes part of the substance of him who eats it; not 
so with the Eucharistic Bread. Being more powerful than we, it 
transforms us into itself, and being noble, heavenly and Divine, it 
elevates us and causes us to participate in Christ’s nobility, wisdom 
and holiness. His thoughts, lights, and sentiments penetrate us as 
the sun’s rays penetrate the crystal. His holy inclinations enable us, 
like Him, to love the life of faith and grace, which sanctifies our 
intentions, directs our undertakings, regulates our speech and conduct, 
renders us modest in our demeanor, respectful towards God, and 
charitable towards our neighbor. “He who eateth Me, the same shall 
live by Me.” 

We are but poor pilgrims on this earth, journeying towards 
eternity. Let us hasten to receive this heavenly manna, “containing in 
itself all sweetness.” All are familiar with the teaching and practice 
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of the Church: Communion is intended to be our “Daily Bread.” It 
is to be looked upon not so much as a reward of our virtue, but 
rather as a sovereign means to bring about our union with Christ 
Jesus. By this union we gain strength to conquer our evil inclinations, 
to shun venial sins and to avoid ever losing the state of grace by 
mortal sin. A daily communicant must be in the state of grace by 
previous absolution, should he have sinned mortally since the last 
confession, and must have the right intention. 

What a consolation it is to priests in the United States to meet 
so many young people of both sexes who have never lost their 
baptismal innocence, never committed a mortal sin, because their 
parents heeded the exhortation of the Church and trained them from 
childhood to receive Holy Communion frequently, even daily. St. 
Leonard of Port Maurice exclaimed in one of his mission sermons: 
“Ah, my dear brethren, do you wish to be angels in the flesh, do you 
wish to be pure and chaste, do you wish to conquer the temptations 
against the angelic virtue? If so, here is the means: Go to the table 
of the angels, if not every day, at least every week. Holy Communion 
weekly received will change you into angelic beings, it will preserve 
in you the state of grace, and conduct you to the glory of the 


heavenly banquet.” 
(See “The Spirit of the First Friday” page 365.) 





Our Helper 





a 

J E are living in difficult times.. Disaster hovers over us 
like a dark, threatening storm-cloud, sending flashes of 
lightning down upon mankind, who with hands upraised 
implore heaven for mercy. Their. hearts almost cease 
to beat, in anxious expectation of what the next hour will 
bring; for with rapid, foreboding stride hardship traverses the world 
to dole out various destinies among mortals. And in its wake are 
heard loud weeping and stifled sobs. But on earth the mourners find 
no consolation. Therefore they raise their eyes, reddened with tears, 
toward heaven, imploring the good God to have mercy on His dis- 
tressed and afflicted children. From Him alone help and consolation 
can come. 





Go to Joseph a 


“Go to Joseph: and do all that he shall say to’you”:(Gen. xli. 55); 
Do not these words of ancient times resound in our“ears like an 
admonition? like a consoling answer from heavert? * Once the un- 
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happy children of Egypt were sent to Joseph, the patriarch, who 
could and did help them. Is the Church mistaken, then, in directing 
us in our need to a Joseph far more powerful? Certainly not. 

A woman once said to a priest: “I could never make up my mind 
to tell you my troubles because I thought: Priests do not understand 
anyway, for they have no cross. Not until I saw the painful expression 
on your face at the mention of a misfortune in your family did I 
know that you were human and could understand me.” This woman 
was quite right. Only those who have themselves been submerged 
in the bitter waters of sorrow can understand the sufferings of others, 
can console and help others in affliction. 

St. Joseph may speak with good right when there is question 
of crosses and sufferings, endurance and renunciation, for bitter hours 
were not spared him in his life, even though he was the foster-father 
of Jesus; rather, it was perhaps just on this account that they were 
not spared him. “All that will live godly in Christ Jesus shall suf- 
fer persecution” (2 Tim. iii. 12). St. Paul uttered these words, so 
full of deepest understanding of the Christian way of salvation. These 
words give the key to many riddles of life. St. Joseph understood 
their meaning long before the Apostle Paul knew anything about 
Christ. We wonder at his quiet and modest fulfillment of duty, but 
still more at the heroic matter-of-fact way in which he takes his 
cross upon himself. After Mary, the Blessed Virgin, as the Mother 
of Jesus, Joseph stood nearest to the Savior as His foster-father, and 
therefore he had to experience in mind and body that to walk with 
Him would not be easy. On His account he had to suffer insult. 

Why, for instance, was the decree for the enrollment of families 
issued just at the time when he would have preferred to remain at 
home with his holy Spouse, when it was least favorable for her to 
travel? Why did not our Lord provide that they would at least 
find a fitting place to lodge in Bethlehem? Instead, He permitted 
the two poor travelers to go from one so-called friend to another, 
from door to door, from house to house, with the anxious fear in their 
hearts that they would be obliged to spend the night in the street. 
In no inhabitant did He awaken human sympathy; all remained hard 
as stone; — a sympathetic, perhaps also indifferent, shrug of the 
shoulders, was all they received. A rocky cave outside of the city is 
their only place of refuge. 

And from Bethlehem, too, they must soon flee. A new storm of 
persecution sends them into a strange country. In the middle of the 
night an angel gives St. Joseph the command to go into Egypt. And 
there he must establish a new mode of living. No sooner has he 


St. Joseph, the Toiler — Our Model and Helper 


grown accustomed to these unwonted conditions than the word comes again: 
“Arise, take the Child and His Mother and go into the land of Israel” 
(Matt. ii. 20). 

Supposing you were to be pursued like this; to be sent away from 
your house and home and forced to roam the world, poor as a beggar? 
Doubtless you would wonder very much that our Lord left you in such a 
predicament. — “Why, I am doing everything I can. I go often to church; 
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we pray the Rosary in our home every-night; we give as much as ever 
we can for good purposes; and yet nothing seems to avail. Only 
misfortune! Look at our neighbors; they do not bother about God 
and yet everything succeeds with them. Why does all this happen 
to me? I really don’t know if there is a just God...” Thus perhaps 
you lament. 


St. Joseph, Model of Cross-Bearers 


Ah, reflect!. It has never been otherwise in this world. Innocence 
has always been persecuted, even nailed to the cross. But that does 
not annul the justice of God. King Herod lived in prosperity, while 
St. Joseph, no doubt, often knew not how to provide sustenance for 
the next day. Herod rested comfortably on the luxuriant bolsters 
in his gold-teeming apartments, while the poor Carpenter of Nazareth 
had to betake his weary limbs to the desert wastes of Arabia. What 
would you have said in his place? 

Joseph is silent and acts. In the middle of the night he arises; 
he does not dispute with the angel to allow him to wait till the break 
of day. He does not even think of this. What God wills, he wills too. 
He suppresses the sorrow welling up in his heart and buries it in 
the deep confidence of his soul in God. With Job he says: “If we 
have received good things at the hand of God, why should we not 
receive evil?” (Job ii. 10.) We must never nourish the false idea 
that the best people on earth should also fare best, as if we had 
but to present the bill for our works and to receive the reward im- 

mediately, for pay-day will come only after death and our wages 
~ will not be received here in cold cash. It almost seems as if our Lord 
gives His friends less of earthly prosperity in order that He may 
reward them the more in the next world. On this account His most 
faithful servants have also been His most tried cross-bearers. We can 
justly say that St. Joseph suffered so much because he was the head 
of the Holy Family. And if we sometimes in the path of life meet 
‘good: and generous people whose cross weighs heayily upon them, 
let us think: they are other Josephs, and they are so heavily burdened 
because the Savior is in their company. Whoever travels in His 
company has never had things easy and convenient. 

And if the times should become still more depressing and place 
still more burdens upon your shoulders, look up to Joseph. See how 
firmly and silently he walks beneath his cross. Do not always look 
at those who are better off than you, but rather at the many others 
who are less fortunate. Look upward, observe St. Joseph, and what 
he tells you by his example, do. Walk in his footsteps; they lead 
to heaven. You will find many on the way who will keep~ you 


TABERNACLE AND PURGATORY 361 


company. Their crosses may be different in shape, perhaps not so 
long or wide, perhaps they have more corners or are a little rounder, 
but nevertheless the cross is heavy for him who’has to carry it. The 
way of the cross is the only way that leads to God. Heaven must 
be earned in whatever way we strive for it, either by praying, working, 
battling or suffering. Every one of these roads is inconvenient; no 
matter in which way you travel, you will find crosses amidst thorns 
and thistles. For no one has ever received heaven as a free gift. 

This is what St. Joseph will tell you, and of this you should 
think again and again during this month dedicated to his Patronage. 
Go to Joseph and learn of him how to carry the cross which God 
has placed upon your shoulders, so that you will one day happily 
arrive at the end of your journey and be forever happy in the company 
of Jesus, Mary and Joseph. 





His Last Picture 


HE shimmering glare of the sun beats down on field and 
forest, on city and hamlet. From out the cloudless blue, 
the burning rays stream mercilessly down upon a weary 
traveler making his way along the dusty road toward the 
little town. Although the man is still in the bloom of 
youth, a glance shows that the journey is difficult for him. 

A faint lustre gleams from his sunken eyes, and a peculiar pallor 

o’erspreads his face. Now and then a stifled cough racks his slender 

frame as he trudges wearily on. 

Finally he reaches the top of the ascent and sinks down exhausted 
on a rough wooden bench by the wayside, over which a wide-leafed 
linden tree spreads its branches, affording coolness and shade. —- There 
it lies before him, the goal of his journey, the little town which harbors 
what is dearest to him on earth, his mother; the town where he was 
born, and — he feels it— where he will soon close his weary eyes. 
Majestically the old church tower rises above the other buildings; it 
is the same tower to which years ago he bade farewell when going 
forth into the world. 

Captivated by the scene of his home lying there at his feet, recol- 
lections of bygone years flash through his mind. He sees himself now 
in the circle of his comrades, or, again, clinging to the hand of his 
pious mother on the way to church. All the trees and hills are 
witnesses of his happy childhood days long since vanished. Then come 
the years of college and the time when he must decide upon a definite 
calling. His father, an attorney, has destined him for a lawyer’s 
career, but John Wilden, Jr. does not seem inclined towards his father’s 
tastes. It is repugnant to him daily to sit and pore over books; his 
mind yearns for a calling that will allow him freedom — for art. When 
finally the father sees that out of this “block” no successor in law can 
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be carved, he places his son with a renowned artist, under whose 
direction the boy’s remarkable talent for art is brilliantly developed. 
The years pass quickly, and what the home town can not offer the 
youth for the completion of his studies, he seeks in the large cities. 
As a youth of twenty-three, he leaves for the South, for Bavaria’s 
capital, where the masters of art gather their pupils about them. Yet 
even here his mind finds no satisfaction. He does not rest until he 
has set foot on the sanctified soil of Rome, where he sees realized the 
ideals living in his mind. Here John Wilden becomes absorbed in the 
study of the old masters; here he learns to give to his productions that 
form and charm which we admire only in true artists. 

Ere long the name of the young artist is encircled by the halo 
of fame and honor. But the higher he ascends on the ladder df fame, 
the deeper sinks his soul. Companions in art who have no Faith draw 
him into their circle and destroy in him the Faith of his youth. At 
first the still believing soul of the artist opposes the profanation of 
things Catholic, but after he has once entered upon the downward 
way he hastens on without stopping, and soon every sentiment of the 
more noble and Divine has died with him — pleasure holds him captive 
with a thousand fetters. Parties and carousals follow each other in 
close succession. No wonder his bodily strength is undermined and 
that a lingering disease is slowly but surely sapping his life. John 
Wilden feels that the days of his life are numbered and a longing for 
nome awakens in his breast. Mightily he is drawn homeward, that 
he may close his eyes in his mother’s arms. 

The wanderer rises from his seat and turns his steps once more 
toward the town. Soon he reaches the vine-clad cottage and the next 
moment his aged mother clasps in her embrace the son for whom she 
has longed so many years, the son who has at last found his way back 
to her heart. 

A Lost Faith 

Mrs. Wilden rejoices indeed at the return of her loved one, yet her 
mother-heart bleeds when she begins to read the condition of his soul 
from the remarks he makes. Is that her child who calls the Faith of 
his childhood a ‘“‘nursery tale’’? — Very often she kneels in the parish 
church, begging grace and mercy for her prodigal son. 

A few days after his return, John Wilden sat in an upholstered 
arm-chair, gazing with dreamy eyes out of the open window. Suddenly 
there was a knock at the door, and the old parish priest stepped into 
the room. With a glance which excluded all welcome, the young man 
looked at the priest and only mechanically took the hand offered him. 

“Mr. Wilden, I rejoice to greet and welcome home one of my former 
parishioners. I have heard and read much about you, and yesterday 
when I learned of your return I felt urged to come and welcome you.” 

“I thank you,” lisped the sick man, almost inaudibly. “I could 
not forget my former favorite altar boy,’”’ continued the priest. ‘True, 
times, have changed, —I have grown old and gray and my little server 
has become a famous artist. Yet, even though it was long ago, they 
were glorious times, weren’t they?” 

Questioningly the look of the aged priest rested upon the face of 
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the dissipated youth. John Wilden raised his heavy eyes to the friendly 
priest. ‘It is indeed a long time ago,” he said slowly. Wearily he 
tried to recall the time when he knelt at the foot of the altar praying 
the confiteor... Deep shadows began to cloud his mind. A renewed 
attack of coughing shook his frame; exhausted, his head sank among 
the pillows placed there by his solicitous mother. 

To let the subject rest, the priest continued: ‘“‘Pardon me, John, 
but there is another matter, besides old acquaintance, which brought 
me here today.’’ John Wilden looked up curiously. ‘‘As you perhaps 
know, the picture of St. Joseph above the high altar in the parish 
church has been ruined by fire. There is no use trying to repair it, 
so the parish has decided to replace it by a new one. At a meeting 
yesterday it was decided to entrust to you the execution of this work 
of art; that is, if you are willing. All are convinced that you will 
produce a painting which will be a lasting adornment in our church.” 

“TI paint a St. Joseph!’’ The young man shook his head several 
times in refusal. But the priest continued, undaunted: ‘‘But surely, 
John, you will respond to our wishes and leave a lasting memorial of 
your art in your home town?”’ 

His Dying Gift 

Pensively the young man cast down his eyes; all unwillingness 
suddenly vanished from his countenance. Thoughts rushed through 
his fevered brain. Should he once more, before his hands grow rigid, 
take up the brush? A profane work would not cause him any difficulty, 
but a St. Joseph... For a time he counseled with himself. ‘When 
would the picture have to be ready?” he finally asked, his eyes trying 
to avoid the look of the priest. ‘‘We shall not decide that; but of 
course the sooner, the better. However, haste is not required.”’ Again 
the artist weighed the question. Finally his decision was made. ‘All 
right, Father, I am ready to undertake the work; I shall do my best 
to justify the confidence placed in me.” 

“T'do not doubt it in the least,’’ answered the priest, his heart 
joyful at the decision of the sick man, for whose sick soul he promised 
himself much. ‘‘May I come and visit you while you are at work?” 
“I would rather be alone while I am working, Reverend Father.’ 
“Very well, John, then I shall not disturb you. Farewell, my dear son!”’ 


Two months have passed. Twilight has cast its dark veil over the 
little town. The solemn ringing of bells is heard through the stillness, 
and in groups the faithful hasten to the venerable old church. John 
Wilden rests in his arm-chair, his head buried in his cushions. As in 
a dream he listens to the peal of the bells. They are the same familiar 
tones which he heard so often in boyhood, but now their sound seems 
to carry a different refrain. Distinctly he seems to hear them say: 
“The happiness of youth will never return!’’ Again his mind wanders 
back to the happy days of his childhood, till a severe attack of coughing 
dispels the phantasy and makes his weak body tremble. Panting for 
breath, his chest rises and falls. The exertion of the last few weeks 
has indeed been great and the strength of the still youthful artist has 
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rapidly declined. Yet as often as the anxious mother begged her son 
to spare himself she received the same answer, which pained her to 
the very quick: ‘‘Mother, it must be finished; —-it is my last work.” 
Now it is finished, his last work, his “St. Joseph,’ and it is truly 
a masterpiece. Yesterday it was erected above the altar and today at 
evening devotions it radiates its splendor for the first time in the light 
of the candles. The soft tones of the organ reach the ears of the sick 
man and announce the beginning of devotions. The eyes of the artist 
wander about the room. The mother has gone to church to ask St. 
Joseph’s intercession for her only child. Is it curiosity to learn the 
judgment passed on his work, or is it the impelling force of grace? 
He, too, feels irresistibly drawn to the house of God. With some 
exertion he rises from among his cushions, throws a coat about his 
shivering limbs, and in a short time kneels in the parish church in the 
shadow of a pillar, his eyes resting upon the festively adorned altar. 


St. Joseph, Pray for Us! 


Searchingly John Wilden studies the faces of those present, and 
what he reads is astonishment, admiration. All eyes are captivated by 
the splendor of the beautiful picture, which, surrounded by candles, 
makes an overwhelming impression. It seems as if life had been 
breathed into the partriarchal figure of the holy foster-father of Jesus, 
who, carrying the Child Jesus in his arms, looks down on those present 
with a countenance full of goodness and love. Surrounding the paint- 
ing are the words: ‘“‘Sancte Joseph, ora pro nobis!’’ formed of tiny 
lights. John Wilden, too, fixes his eyes on his latest production. Never 
has the painting seemed so beautiful, so sublime to him. And while 
his bodily eyes are held captive, his spiritual eye wanders back to the 
days when he knelt in this very place at the side of his mother and 
revealed the desires of his innocent heart to the God-man hidden in 
the tabernacle. 

The artist thinks and dreams, while the choir sings a well-known 
hymn of St. Joseph: 

“O Joseph dear, from thy bright throne 

Incline thine ear unto our prayer, 

And o’er us all, as o’er thine own 

Extend thy fond paternal -care.”’ 
Spell-bound, he listens to the song as to an admonition from heaven. 
“St. Joseph, pray for me!’ his pale lips whisper, and his poor heart, 
awakening to a new life of faith, draws closer to the foster-father of 
Jesus, and contritely asking for help and intercession, repeats the 
ardent petition, ‘‘Pray for me!” : 

A little longer John Wilden kneels in his place, his face buried in 
his hands, while burning tears run down his hollow cheeks. Then he 
quietly leaves the church. Unnoticed as he had come, he returns to 
his sick-room and soon his head again rests among the cushions as 
though nothing had happened. His soul, however, has broken its icy 
fetters and begins to warnt itself at the fires of Faith. 

Suddenly voices are heard near the house. The sick man listens, 
and the next moment finds himself gazing into the kindly face of the 
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parish priest, who has come to thank the artist in the name of the 
parish for his work so aptly accomplished. “St. Joseph, pray for me!” 
breathes John Wilden, and cuts short with a motion of his hand every 
manifestation of gratitude. “I am nearing the end, Reverend Father, 
my last work has been accomplished; now do you accomplish the last 
thing for my soul, so that I may be able to stand before the judgment 
seat of God.”’ 

“Do I understand aright, John, you want to— ?” 

“Go to confession and be reconciled with God,” interrupted the 
young man, “and I hope that I shall find St. Joseph an intercessor 
for me.”’ 

The priest is overcome with joyful emotion as he sits down beside 
the sick man, puts the purple stole about his neck, and hears the whole 
history of a wayward son. The next morning the viaticum bell is heard 
approaching, and the Savior enters the little vine-covered cottage. 

+t * a 

Weeks have passed. For some time John Wilden has been resting 
in the quiet cemetery. Daily at the twilight hour an aged woman clad 
in mourning kneels before the picture of St. Joseph, and not until the 
last bead of her rosary has slipped through her fingers does she rise 
from her knees and return with comforted heart to her little home, 
her sorrow lightened by the same kind hand which so lately broke the 
fetters of sin which had held captive her darling son. 





“The Spirit of the First Friday,” an English book by Rev. I. 
Shoenherr furnished the article entitled ‘“‘The Loving Companion of 
Our Exile,” pp. 355-357. Part I, of this book contains readings for 
the First Friday of every month; Part II, a rich selection of prayers 
in honor of the Divine Heart; Part III, universal prayers. Worthy of 
mention are the varied Communion devotions for frequent communi- 
cants. Convenient pocket size, 258 pages Cloth binding, 75¢. Better 
binding, gilt edge, $1.00. 

Order from: Rev. I. Shoenherr, O.F.M., Franciscan Monastery, 

135 West 31st St., New York City, N. Y. 





Perhaps God is Calling You 


Perhaps God is calling you to the tranquil, prayerful life 
of a Benedictine Lay-Brother. It is a happy life of work and 
prayer. The Benedictine Brother like St. Joseph in the humble 
workshop at Nazareth glorifies God by the work of his hands in 
the house, field, garden, or by the practice of the various useful 
trades, (tailor, shoemaker, printer, bookbinder, mechanic) ; and 
sanctifies his soul by a life of prayer and obedience. 

If you find in your heart a longing to devote yourself in a 
special manner to the service of God, write for information to the 

Rev. Brother Instructor, Conception, Missouri. 
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Good Will 


A Joyful Message*, Concluded 





Your Hour, the Hour of the Good Will 


HE good will, no matter how weak, frail and faint it 
frequently is, still has something more powerful about 
it than anything which can be found here on earth. A 
man of prayer of the Middle Ages who was a profound 
thinker, consoles himself and us with the words: “With 
the will I can do all things. I can bear the burdens of all men, can 
feed all the poor and do the works of all men; if nothing is wanting 
to your will, you have accomplished all and no one can take it from 
you.” 





No, no one can take it from you, not even the hour which takes so 
many things, the strict hour of judgment. On the contrary, this hour 
is so much the more your hour, the hour of the good will. The glori- 
fication which the good will will receive at the last judgment before 
all the world, will be something exceedingly beautiful. 

Among the words of Jesus, one which is little heeded and yet is 
very consoling is: “Him that cometh to Me, / will not cast out” 
(John vi. 37). For whom should this word of the Eternal Judge be 
spoken if not precisely for the person of good will? He who is so 
often misunderstood and repulsed by men, will not be repulsed by God, 
but will be received into peace. And so mankind will one day come 
from the rising and from the setting of the sun, not only the saints and 
the highly favored, but certainly also those who were once considered 
contemptible, reprehensible and outcasts by others and by themselves. 
Since they will not venture to enter, our Lord will repeat the invitation 
which He at one time extended especially to the miserable and the 
weak and which the Church so symbolically repeats in the liturgy of 
All Saints’ Day: “Come to Me, all you that labor and are burdened, 
and I will refresh you!” (Matt. xi. 28.) Then will they, the bur- 
dened and heavily laden, the mendicant and the maimed in spirit, take 
place at the great banquet of the Heavenly Father — the good thief 
and .the publican and the adulteress in the Gospel beside the holy 
virgins, martyrs and apostles, — and the angels may sing this beatitude: 
“Blessed are they that hunger and thirst after justice: for they shall 
have their fill!” (Matt. v. 6.) 

Yes, they shall have their fill. Those who on earth distinguished 


*By the learned and devout Rt. Rev. Boniface Woehrmueller, 0.S.B. 
Abbot of the Benedictine St. Boniface Abbey, Munich, Bavaria. 
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themselves not by sanctity, but only by a good will, will now find them- 
selves not so strikingly different from their table companions. It will 
be a special surprise for them and for all others. The good they wished 
to attain during their life but could not wholly attain, the virtue which 
they strove after but did not acquire altogether, the humility or per- 
haps the amiability, the childlike innocence or the meekness, all this 
they will now receive from God as a gift of hospitality and a festive 
raiment. There, as the prophet says so beautifully, “The land that was 
desolate and impassable shall be glad and the wilderness shall rejoice 
and shall flourish like the lily” (Is. xxxv. 1). “Instead of the shrub, 
shall come up the fir tree and instead of the nettle shall come up the 
myrtle tree” (Is. lv. 13). “Then shall the eyes of the blind be opened 
and the ears of the deaf shall be unspotted; then shall the lame man 
leap and the tongue of the dumb shall be free” (Is. xxxv. 5, 6). 

Then will the good will find that after all it did not in vain so 
long exert and trouble itself, so long suffer and fight, so long confess 
and ever again renew its good resolutions. No good will is predes- 
tined to failure; as in the kingdom of the visible world no atom is lost, 
so in the realm of the invisible, no good will shall ever be lost. 

There are two classes of men and yet the distinction should not 
be great: to the one belong the great saints like Benedict, Aloysius, 
Francis, Elizabeth, and above all the “Queen of all Saints”; to the other 
belong those whose name is written in the Book of Life, yet whom no 
one ever considered saints. The first are persons of extraordinary 
graces, persons of miracles and visions, whose heart and hand God 
perceptibly held in His own; the others, however, are men of insig- 
nificant graces, who received only the little yet great grace not to 
lose the good will. To the one belong those who on earth continu- 
ally make progress and steadily approach the glorious sanctity; to 
the other, those who only after a life of battles, failures, humiliations 
and disappointments receive the splendor of visible sanctity in the 
world beyond. In the meantime, God, to whom the future is ever 
present, has always seen the halo of glory hovering about their heads 
and from all eternity has given them the name which they themselves 
ventured not to dream of bearing, the honorable name of “Saint.” 
To such as these the Lord even now says in secret: “I know thy tribu- 
lation and thy poverty, but thou art rich” (Apoc. ii. 9). All the 
more will the words be fulfilled on the day of judgment: “The Lord 
comes, who both will bring to light the hidden things of darkness, 
and will make manifest the counsels of the hearts; and then shall every 
man have praise from God” (1 Cor. iv. 5). 

It has often been declared that Christianity entered the world as 
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the religion of the socially oppressed and defrauded, that it was de- 
signed to be the religion of the poor. However, it is rather the religion 
of the “Poor in Spirit.” It is above all, the religion of those who 
suffer spiritual pain under the necessity of sojourning on earth. It 
is not so much the religion of those who hunger after bread, but much 
more the religion of those who hunger and thirst after justice. 

The Old Law with its severity and sacred services could not 
pacify these people; only the New Law brought the solution and 
salvation. Then was truly announced to the poor in spirit, to the 
weak and miserable, a joyful message: the Gospel of Good Will. 

Do we know now what the prophet wished to say in his Christ- 
mas promise: “Strengthen ye the feeble hands and confirm the weak 
knees! Say to the fainthearted: Take courage and fear not!” 
(Is. xxxv. 3, 4)? 

Yes, we know, and we now know too, why the world, this world 
of sinfulness and weakness, celebrates the holy Christmas night so 
joyfully. In this night we kneel before the crib with the simple 
shepherds of Bethlehem and with all, all men who are of a good will, 
and gratefully we adore the goodness and kindness of God toward 
men; gratefully adore Him, who desires not to break the bruised 
reed of confidence nor to extinguish the glimmering wick of the good 
will; joyfully adore Him in whom the “Word,” the Word of the 
Heavenly Father, the good tidings of the angel became Flesh, the 
word: “Peace on earth to men of good will!” 





Little Peter* 
Concluded 





Daily Holy Communion at any Cost 
February 20th 
HE trouble has started again. These ladies came to our 
house Thursday and attacked mamma with all their energy 
won account of my daily Communion. This time no one 
was there to defend us. Therefore, when they had left, 
papa grew angry with mamma and said: “That’s it; 
now we are on the surest way to make ourselves ridiculous. All 
these devotions, will they never end?” Mamma cried. Then I 
told papa what I read in my little book: “Papa, why do you 
want me to eat every day?” “Why, because you would die if you 
did not take nourishment.” “You see, papa, I want to nourish my 





*Translated from the German. 
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soul also every day; therefore I go to Communion every day.” He 
did not answer, and left the room without embracing me. We are 
very sad. 

Mamma went with me, she came to my bed and said: “You see, 
Peter, all are against us and no one encourages. Perhaps we shall 
have to follow the custom after all.”” “But mamma, then we do not 
obey our dear Lord.” “It is true, Peter, but if we continue in the same 
way, they will talk more and more against us and then papa will 
become quite furious.” “But mamma, we could do this: On Sunday 
we could receive in the parish church and on the other days in the 
other churches. There are six more, one for each day. I can get 
up a little earlier.” Mamma hugged me twice and then said: “You 
are right, Peter. Tomorrow we will begin our pilgrimages. Ask your 
guardian angel to help us.” 

Since then I get up a quarter of an hour earlier every morning 
and we go to a different church each day. O my dear Father, how 
hard it is for the little ones to come to Jesus! Everyone keeps them 
away from Him. Your Peter. 


A Victim for His Father’s Conversion 
February 
My dear Father: 

This time I will write only a few lines, with a pencil, in bed. 
Mamma has gone to Holy Mass with Hans and Ottilie. I can not 
go to Holy Communion today. I fear I shall not communicate any 
more. 

I am all alone in the blue room. After Communion on Friday 
it seemed to me that Jesus said again: “Little Peter, would you like 
to die to convert papa?” “Qh, yes, yes!” I answered. Then I asked 
our Lord to let me suffer very much for the sins of my dear papa. 
After school in the afternoon I vomited blood. The next day and 
the day after I did it again. The doctor came. When he had left, 
mamma kissed me and wept. Then she told Hans to begin a novena 
for my recovery. But I do not wish to get well. I want to die, to 
see Jesus and to convert papa. I have much pain, but I suffer gladly 
to convert sinners as Jesus did. Pray for me when I am dead. May 


we meet again in heaven. ~ Your Little Peter. 
“Towards Heaven, towards Heaven, One Day I shall be There” 
Dear Father: March 


Once more it is I. But I can write no longer. Hans writes this 
letter for me. / shall soon be with Jesus. It will not last very long. 
How glad I am! When I am alone I sing the song of the mission 
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“Towards heaven, towards heaven, one day I shall be there.” I have 
great pains in my chest, but I am quite happy, happier than ever before. 
The priest of our parish came to see me. He asked me whether 
it was true what they told him, that / went to different churches every 
day to receive Communion. I said “Yes.” “And why did you do it, 
Peter?” “To give pleasure to Jesus and our Holy Father and to 
convert papa. Yes, and for that I asked to die.” Then the Father 
wept and said nothing more and went away. I did not dare to ask 
him to bring me Holy Communion. But I asked the Child Jesus to 
tell him this in my place. . Peter. 


How Jesus Came to Little Peter 
My dear ‘Father: 

It seems to me that I am getting better. I could write with a 
pencil, but Hans will not permit it, and I dictate to him now. 

The parish priest came again the next day. I thought he would 
be angry with me. But he took my hand and asked: “Peter, would 
you not be glad to receive our Lord every day?” “Oh, yes, Father.” 
“Well, I myself shall bring you Communion every day. Tomorrow 
we begin. Pray for me, little Peter!” 

Next day he came very early. Mamma put flowers everywhere. 
Hans and Ottilie knelt down and prayed. They had burning candles 
in their hands. Papa was very much affected, he knelt down too, and 
it seemed to me that he prayed. The father prepared me for Holy 
Communion. He said the prayers with me, then he helped me to 
thank our Lord. When he said: “Let us pray for our parents,” | 
looked at papa. He had his handkerchief before his eyes. 

In the afternoon the father came again. He asked me: “Peter, 
what can I do so that the children will go more often to Communion 
like you?” “Father, found a Communion League like the one in 
S...” “Well, Peter, I shall start the work right away. Pray for me. 
Tomorrow I shall bring you Holy Communion again.” Mother said: 
“Father, don’t take so much trouble. The vicar is young, he could 
do it more easily.” “No, no, I have to give the good example.: Every 
one shall know that it is my wish to nourish the souls of the little 
ones just as our Lord and the Holy Father want to have them nourished. 
Yes, | understand now the special love of our Lord for the little ones.” 
He embraced me and then he went away. Your Peter. 


Last Letter and Last Wish 
Dear Father: 
The Child Jesus wants to give me all before I die. The parish 
priest has founded the Communion League. Then he said that Ottilie, 
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who is only five years old, can go to Communion on Maundy Thursday. 
Now only papa is left. I asked him to pray with me and he did it. 
He said the rosary and the “Remember, O most gracious Virgin Mary.” 
Perhaps I shall not be here when he will be converted. But I shall 
see it from heaven. I will make this sacrifice to our Lord. This 
will probably be my last letter. I can sleep no more and I cough 
much all night long. 


May we meet in heaven. Your Little Peter. 
P.S. When I am in heaven I shall pray for you and the Communion 
League. 


“We Shall Meet in Heaven...” 
From the Father of Little Peter 
Reverend Father: L..., Easter Sunday. 

I wish to inform you of our great sorrow. Our little angel is 
no more. Our little Peter is no more. He suffered a real martyrdom, 
he suffered as only saints can suffer. Not a single complaint, not 
one sign of impatience. The Father brought him Holy Communion 
every morning. This hour, which he awaited in a long, sleepless 
night, was heaven for him. When he heard the step of the priest the 
face of our little angel became transfigured. In his eyes the heavenly 
splendor seemed to be reflected. And the after-effect lasted the whole 
day. When I entered his room, he said the rosary or sang the songs 
of the mission. I told him to rest for a while. He answered: “Papa, 
when I speak to our Lord I rest.” I asked: “About what do you 
speak?” “About you.” 

On the morning of the last day, his mother told him that they 
were to begin a new novena for his recovery. He began to cry: 
“Oh, no, mamma, you must not keep me from dying. I want to die 
to convert papa.” 

He expired on the morning of Holy Thursday. Ottilie had just 
returned from her first Holy Communion. The Father came with the 
Viaticum. Peter knelt down in his bed, folded his hands and heavenly 
joy shone in his eyes. He asked my pardon for his disobedience. 
I wanted to say: “My poor child, I should rather ask your pardon.” 
I could not speak from sobbing. His mother, little Hans and Ottilie, — 
we all cried. The Father wept too. Peter alone was serene and 
consoled us. 

The agony began. Meanwhile the bells of the town rang for 
Mass. For a moment it seemed to me he called me. I brought my 
ear to his lips. He whispered: “We shall meet in heaven, papa... 
this... for you.” He breathed his last, pressing the rosary of the 
mission between his thin little fingers. 
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Instantly after death Peter’s face became radiant. It was as if 
a heavenly light transfigured it. A smile rested upon his lips. An 
inexpressible peace hovered over the little body worn out and purified 
by sufferings. It seemed to me that something of the Divine light 
was shining through this little angel of whose presence I was not 
worthy. 


Little Peter by His Death Brought Life to His Father 


(Continuation of the letter) 


I, who had not prayed for twenty years, who did not believe for 
twenty years (at least, I thought I did not believe), fell upon my 
knees before his deathbed. I prayed, I cried, I sobbed, not for his 
sake but for my own. I asked God and our angel-boy to pardon me 
the slothful cowardice in which I had spent my life. How ashamed 
I was! how little I felt before him who was so great! I felt unworthy 
to embrace this chosen one, I, a sinner, a reprobate. The thought 
of remaining a whole night near him with my unclean soul was entirely 
unbearable. I think I felt something of the awful shame that the 
damned feel in the presence of the Almighty at the Last Judgment. 
At last I rushed away to find a priest and confess all the sins of my 
life. Only then I felt less unworthy to appear before my child, to 
embrace his holy body and to remain near him. 

He slept there in his First Communion suit in the midst of 
white lilies. I knelt and held out to him my poor soul that he might 
bless and keep it. On Holy Saturday we brought the little coffin to 
the cemetery just when the bells of. the town announced the resurrection. 
It was more a triumphal procession than a burial. All the children 
of the parish were present, in their First Communion dresses. Of 
course, I wept, but it was less the expression of sorrow than of hap- 
piness, a deep, new, comforting happiness. 

In the church-yard the little ones, girls in white dresses and boys 
with white badges, arranged themselves around the grave. When the 
first shovel of earth was thrown upon the coffin the priest began to 
speak. “My dear children, I am too much moved to make a long 
speech. We will say together a prayer to thank God that He did 
such great things in the soul of our dear little friend. The grace of 
God does not await age to lead the chosen soul to holiness. Daily Holy 
Communion made of our little Peter an apostle and a hero. May 
he be also an apostle in heaven for us all, for you and for me, your 
pastor, that we may understand better the desires of our Divine Savior 
in the Blessed Sacrament, the desires He has to guard you, to make 
you good and great by daily Holy Communion.” 
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Please pray, Reverend Father, especially for me, so that / may 
be less unworthy of him to whom I gave earthly life and who by 
his death obtained for me the life of my soul. 


An Invitation from Heaven 
Reverend Father: May 1913 

It is again Peter’s father who takes the place of the departed 
one in this correspondence. Of the departed! Is this really the word 
I should use? Never have I seemed to have him more around me than 
now. On Easter Sunday after Holy Communion, the first one in my 
new life, in this life which he obtained for me by his death, it was 
as if I heard within my soul a distinct voice, the voice of my child: 
“You have now to take my place at the Communion table every day.” 
In the beginning I did not like to listen to it. But this voice cut me 
to the heart and yet filled it with joy. “Yes, it is now your task, 
dear father,” the voice. repeated, “to complete your conversion which 
I bought dearly enough.” 

The call was renewed during several days, it became very urgent 
in the morning hours at the time Peter had been accustomed to go 
to Holy Communion. Finally I submitted. From now on, I, the 
working man of the last hour, shall daily approach the Communion 
table and fill the vacant place as well as I can do it. This resolution 
has brought great peace to my soul. I have only one wish, to follow 
from afar his footsteps, to climb up slowly this way of holiness, 
this royal way of self-denial, which he traversed so quickly. I failed 
to be his teacher. I will now become his pupil. 

Today when I took my morning walk I saw in the garden a 
beautiful lily. I stopped and looked at the calyx opened over night. 
At the foot of the lily near to the earth a tiny starwort peeped up to 
the lily. I wish to be this little flower under the protection of our 
angel and so close to him. Please pray for my poor soul. 

| D’Airelle. 
An Apostle of Children’s Communion after Death 


Little Peter is gone. He sleeps there on the high hill from whence 
you look over the sea. Above the grave is a cross of red granite. 
A rose bush clings to it and covers it every spring with white roses. 
In the tombstone of porphyry is chiseled a chalice with a radiant host. 
Above and around is: written the complaint of the Divine Friend of 
children: “Suffer the little ones to come unto me — and forbid them 
not. For of such is ‘the Kingdom of Heaven.” 

Above the chalice and the host, according to the custom of the 
country, a little bowl is put up. It holds rain water for the little 
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blue titmice which build their nests in the cypress trees and which 
gather there on warm days to refresh themselves. 

Little Peter now asks our Father in heaven to remember the 
little ones on earth. Somewhat as the following he addresses the 
Heavenly Father: “O Thou, who givest the blue titmice the water 
which they crave in the summer heat; O Thou, who gatherest in Thy 
barns an abundance of grain that the birds may not want... let not 
Thine own little ones die of hunger, Thy little ones who cry to Thee 
for their soul’s food. Thou, who knowest to clothe the lilies in a 
glory of white, and who daily dost freshen their calyxes with heavenly 
dew... Keep the splendor of innocence in the souls of the children 
by the Divine glory contained in the daily Bread of souls. Give them 
fathers and mothers who provide for them this Bread of Life. Send 
to them priests who are zealous to distribute It. O Master of the 
world, listen to the cry of the little ones for bread; let it not be 
said again: “There was no one to give it to them!’” 

Thus little Peter asks our Lord in heaven. And all the guardian 
angels of the little ones answer in chorus: “Amen! Amen!” 





Theresa Neumann’s Sufferings for Others 





mM) OR seven years Theresa Neumann suffered serious throat 
troubles. The malady came on suddenly and sometimes 
grew so serious that she could hardly speak. It likewise 
made the reception of Holy Communion very difficult 
for her at times. This affliction of the throat left her 
suddenly and completely at 9:30 o’clock, June 30, 1931. It is very 
interesting to know of the cause and the cessation of this suffering. 

In December, 1922, that is, four years before she received the 
stigmata, Theresa heard that a college student in the vicinity of 
Konnersreuth who wished to become a priest, was afflicted with a 
serious throat trouble which would probably oblige him to give up 
his calling. Theresa begged God fervently to permit her to take 
upon herself the student’s affliction so that he might continue his 
studies. Her petition was in truth granted, and in the condition of 
elevated repose she heard a voice saying: “You will suffer this affliction 
of the throat until this student has become a priest.” When this suf- 
fering caused her unexpected great pains, she sometimes said with 
childlike simplicity: “But Lord, I did not mean it so seriously.” In 
consequence of this suffering she could not, in the normal condition. 
swallow an entire Sacred Host. 
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In June, 1931, the young student received ordination. The time 
for his ordination was set for 6:30 A.M., June 30th, in Regensburg. 
Theresa’s friends and relatives surmised that her affliction would leave 
her at that time, especially since it had again appeared very serious 
that morning. But 8 
o'clock and 9 o’clock 
came without the pains 
diminishing. Shortly be- 
fore 9:30, however, they 
suddenly disappeared, 
leaving no trace of the 
malady whatever. As it 
was afterwards learned, 
the ordination at Reg- 
ensburg had been de- 
layed and Theresa’s af- 
fliction vanished just 
when the newly-ordained 
pronounced the words of 
consecration for the 

Theresa Neumann, the Passion Flower of Bavaria’ first time. Since then 
Theresa can again swal- 
low an entire Sacred Host even when she is not in ecstasy. 

Since 1923, Theresa has also taken upon herself the rheumatism 
with which her father was much afflicted. Her father was immediately 
delivered from it and she was afflicted with it all the more. A third 
case of this kind is related by Father Fahsel in his hook on Konners- 
reuth: On New Year’s Day, 1931, Theresa’s youngest brother, John, 
who is studying for the priesthood at Eichstaett, was suffering from 
la grippe of the head. Theresa interceded for him: “Dear Lord, if 
You want him to become a priest, give me his sufferings.” The suf- 
fering left her brother and she was so severely afflicted with it that 
one side of her body became temporarily paralyzed. At times she 
suffered eight to nine attacks daily. Only on the 29th of April did her 
sufferings cease. It was the octave of the patronage of St. Joseph. 
These are just three instances of the great number of cases of Theresa’s 
wonderful acceptance of sufferings for others. 

Verily, the sufferings of the sick are powerful if they, for the 
love of God, offer them for others. What surprises shall be ours 
one day when the veil of time shall be lifted from our eyes! Then 
we shall grasp the truth of the words of St. Teresa of the Child Jesus: 
“More souls are saved by suffering than by the most eloquent sermons.” 
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One of the Sweetest Doctrines of the 
Catholic Church 





aN the early forties of the last century, a lady of wealth 
@ and culture residing in New York City, related by birth 
and marriage to several clergymen of high standing in 
the Methodist Church, and herself a very conscientious 
and pious woman, lost an only brother to whom she was 
deeply attached. So far as her knowledge of him went, he. had led 
a good life, attended his church, was a kind son and brother, charitable 
in word and deed, but he had one great fault which his family had 
succeeded in hiding from the world. At certain times he would be 
seized with a mania for drink, and while at such times his relatives 
would let it be understood that he was ill or absent from home, the 
few who knew the truth were aware that he had succumbed to the 
temptation of drink, and was, if not at home in the secrecy of his 
room, abroad in disreputable company, plunging recklessly into wild 
and riotous dissipation. Finally, these lapses became so frequent that 
his parents and his sister lived in constant fear lest he should publicly 
disgrace himself and them, or perhaps die in a debauch. The result 
proved that their fears were not groundless. 

After one prolonged indulgence of three weeks, he became seriously 
ill, and wrote to his sister from the city where he was staying, telling 
her that he had been taken to the hospital from which he was hardly 
able to inform her of his whereabouts, begging her to make some 
excuse to their aged parents, and to come to his bedside before he 
died. She was astonished to learn from his letter that he had chosen 
a hospital attended by Catholic Sisters. Her education had tended 
to prejudice her violently against the Catholic Church, and her pre- 
judice was only equalled by her ignorance of all Catholic doctrine. 
However, she supposed that her brother had been taken to this par- 
ticular hospital by some friend, and she resolved to allow him to 
remain in such uncongenial surroundings only so long as would be 
necessary by the nature of his illness. Doing as he had asked, she 
made an excuse of visiting an aunt, and hastened to her sick brother. 
Arrived at the hospital, she was most pleasingly impressed by the 
gracious reception accorded to her by the Mother Superior, who con- 
ducted her at once to her brother, whom she found very ill. When 
they were left alone, she expressed her surprise at the pleasant fur- 
nishings of the room, the plants and flowers, etc., and noted also the 
gentle manner of the Sister in charge of the invalid. 
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“My dear sister,” replied the sick man, “had it not been for these 
good women, to whose kindness and charity I owe what is left of 
my life, your brother would have come to a disgraceful end, and 
broken the hearts of our aged father and mother, which he has already 
wounded almost unto death. I should blush to say it, and I do, but 
when I felt the inclination for liquor coming on I provided myself 
with a large quantity, and renting a room in the top story of a large 
office building on K. Avenue, I went thither with my mind made up 
for at least a week’s indulgence. But I am not as strong as I once 
was, and after the first two days I suppose delirium must have set 
in, for somehow I found myself one night half dressed in what appeared 
to be a small park, though I afterwards knew it to be the grounds of 
this institution. I began to sing in a loud voice. This attracted the 
notice of the Superior whose room is on the ground floor. She came 
to the window, asked me some questions, and after learning who I 
was, she said: ‘If the story you tell is true, we will give you shelter 
for the night, for it would not be fitting that the son of so worthy 
a father as yours should publicly disgrace him.’ She summoned an 
employee of the hospital — an old Irishman who took me to his own 
quarters for the night. The next morning I was quite sober, but in 
a raging fever which lasted several days. When it was spent they 
brought me here and my first act. was to send for you. And while 
I have been lying here I have come to this conclusion: The Catholic 
Church may be as corrupt and full of errors as we have always 
supposed, but I cannot reconcile this fact with the tenderness, sim- 
plicity, and beautiful self-sacrifice of these daughters of mercy, devoted 
children of that Church we have been taught to despise.” A few days’ 
sojourn near the bedside of her brother convinced Miss H. of the truth 
of these sentiments. The Sisters gave her a room next to his, and 
while they were kindness itself, never obtruded religion in any way. 

At length, when it became evident that death was at hand, Miss H. 
went to summon her parents, and prepare them. for the worst. When 
she returned, after a day’s absence, without the old people, who were 
both ill and unable to come, her brother said: “I am reconciled to 
dying thus, my dear Mary, for I think possibly the sacrifice may be 
some atonement for my sins, and perhaps shorten my purgatory.” 


Most Consoling 


Saying these words he turned with a smile to the Sister who 
sat beside him. She explained: “Your brother has been asking me 
questions, Miss H., and I have been explaining our doctrine of pur- 
gatory to him.” 
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“And I find it most consoling,” affirmed the dying man. “I wish 
I had known it earlier.” One question led to another and for the 
first time in their lives the brother and sister heard a lucid explanation 
of one of the sweetest and most attractive as well as most reasonable 
doctrines of the Catholic Church. 

During the long hours of that last night, the young man, who 
was perfectly conscious and suffering no pain, frequently adverted 
to the previous conversation. At length about midnight he said: 
“Mary, I have asked God to forgive my sins, and begged Him if there 
be a purgatory to grant me the mercy of its purifying flamés.” 

“Yes, dear brother,” she answered, wishing to humor him. 

He continued, “Oh, it seems to me now at this final moment 
that I would be happy to know some one was praying for me after 
I had gone.” 

“The mercy of God is infinite,” said the young girl. “He will 
deliver you.” 

“Oh, I know, I know,” was the reply, “but His justice too must 
be satisfied.” Presently he lost consciousness, and died early next 
morning in his sister’s arms, while a sweet-faced nun concealed behind 
the bed curtain recommended his soul to the tenderness of God. 

When breath had left his body, his loving sister remembered 
afterwards that her first thought was not one of grief, but that almost 
involuntarily she cried out, where none heard, in the depth of her 
soul, “O brother, if you are in purgatory, let me know that you 
are there.” Then she gave way to her sorrow. 


Mary’s Quest 

From that moment the thought of purgatory never left her. In 
the silence of her chamber, unknown to all save God, she prayed for 
her brother, even against what she called her better judgment. Day 
and night she reflected and pondered, now inviting, now combating 
the convictions that forced themselves upon her. Reason and not 
sentiment was uppermost in her mind when as the result of deep 
thought and earnest prayer she at length sought counsel from a dig- 
nitary high in the synods of her own Church. He merely laughed 
at her questionings, and sought to dissipate her doubts with a jest. 
But she would not be dismissed in such peremptory fashion, and spoke 
to him earnestly: 

“Mr.—,” she said, “You are very good, I know; so are my father 
and mother. I myself might be a great deal better than I am, but 
I do not think I have ever done anything that would condemn me to 
eternal flames. Without egotism I can feel myself to be not so great 
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a sinner as that notorious robber and murderer who is to be hanged 
tomorrow morning, and who, they say, has been baptized and has 
repented of his sins. Now, if I should not be as worthy of heaven as 
you who have consecrated your whole life to God, neither do I think 
I should be likely to commit one hundredth part of the sins that Nixon 
the wife-murderer has committed. Now does it seem to you just 
that we should all be judged on the same plane, given the same 
reward —the same immediate reward, I mean? If nothing defiled 
can enter heaven there must be some place where the greatest sinner 
may expiate his offenses before entering into the glory of God, always 
supposing that he has repented before death, of course. Otherwise 
I almost feel as if it were an invitation to sin when we are taught 
that no matter what our crimes may have been we may stand side by 
side in the twinkling of an eye with the most perfect of saints.” 

“Tut, tut, young woman,” said the minister, now roused to anger. 
“What Catholic priest has been teaching you that rank blasphemy, 
for I can call it nothing else? It seems to me that the niece of Dr. D. 
and the grand-daughter of Bishop R. should not thus ignore the teach- 
ings of her forefathers.” 


The Light to See and the Grace to Follow 


Miss H. left his presence with a new purpose in mind, suggested 
by his concluding remarks. She had never spoken to a Catholic 
priest, but went to one directly, with the result that after several weeks 
of instruction she resolved to become a member of the Catholic 
Church. Her father and mother were both very feeble, and she de- 
ferred her reception on account of this, feeling that such a “terrible 
defection” in their sight might hasten their end. Six weeks after their 
death, which occurred within a couple of days of each other, she 
became a Catholic, and from the moment of her baptism until her 
death was a most devout client of the souls in purgatory. She 
often declared that at a certain period after her conversion, while 
engaged in fervent prayer for the soul of her brother, she felt a 
sensation of relief and joy, as though at that moment he had entered 
heaven, and never after could she experience the same fervor of devo- 
tion when praying for him; there seemed to be an assurance that he 
no longer needed her help. And she has never doubted that it was 
through him her conversion was wrought. 





Devotion to the Holy Ghost Magnificent works of the Holy Ghost, 
His gifts, reflections for Pentecost and 15 pages of prayers. 10¢ each. 


Address: Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 
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By God’s Command 





FTER Moses had led the Israelites from the bondage 
of Egypt, they found themselves in a desert without 
water and without bread. But the merciful Provi- 
dence of God provided both: water, from a fountain 
which gushed from the mountainside; bread, by 
manna from heaven. Freed from the slavery of 

the heathens, and plentifully supplied with nourishment, the 

chosen people still murmured against God and fashioned to them- 
selves false gods which they adored. Beholding their perversion, 

God commanded Moses to raise a costly and magnificent Taber- 

nacle in the midst of the camp of the Israelites. With extreme 

care, Moses erected a tent supported by setim wood. These 
supports he overlaid with gold, and covered the interior with 
precious tapestry. Within the Holy of Holies was placed the 

Ark of the Covenant, a box made of the most precious wood, all 

interlined and overlaid with gold. In the ark were placed the 

two tables of the Law. 

This ark was but a figure of the tabernacle in our Catholic 
churches, — a figure only. If God commanded such magnificence 
to be lavished on a mere type, what can be considered too good 
for the living God who dwells in our midst! It is significant that 
God commanded a magnificent tabernacle to be erected in order 
that the Israelites might be thus attracted to worship the true 
God, and despite their utter and extreme poverty, He com- 
manded that it should be plated with gold. Man needed some- 
thing tangible as a stimulus to his devotion, because before the 
tabernacle was erected, the chosen people set up to themselves 
a golden calf. 





“Cathedrals of Commerce” 


Is it not similar in the world today? How many worship 
the golden calf of wealth, pleasure and honor! But bring them 
into a worthy temple of God. ‘““Why?”’ they inquire, “‘why such 
magnificence?"’ When they view the marble, gold, sculpture, 
art in the “Cathedrals of Commerce,” our modern office and 
hotel structures, they are not in the least astonished. Why? It is 
proof of the nation’s success in commercial pursuits. But why in 
a church? Ah, we poor blinded mortals! Will we refuse the 
good God, for His direct service, a slab of that marble which He 
Himself has made, whilst it is lavished so extravagantly on houses 
of commerce, pleasure, yes, on dens of sin? Faith is the great 
sermon of a worthy House of God. Many a one is forced to 
acknowledge the vanity of the idols of earth when contemplating 
the faith, love and sacrifice which concurred in the erection of 
God's temple. Though our times are hard, yet our poverty can- 
not be compared to that of the Israelites in the desert. And 
though the Adoration Church at Mundelein, Illinois, is planned 
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to be a worthy Adoration Sanctuary, its richness is nothing com- 
pared to the Tabernacle erected by Moses at the command of 
God on the sands of the desert. 


A saintly and enlightened prelate remarked: ““A work for 
the glory of God like the Eucharistic Congress memorial at Mun- 
delein, being erected at the cost of so much sacrifice, must 
assuredly draw down the special blessing of God on all connected 
with it."” History has proved that those churches reared to the 
Hidden God by hidden lovers at the cost of sacrifices have 
become veritable fountains of grace. We need only mention 
the famous shrine of Our Lady of Guadalupe which was erected 
during a financial panic, but the sacrifices of the donors seem 
to have consecrated the very stones of which it was constructed, 
— so copious have been the graces which have flowed from that 
shrine. 


Progress of the Adoration Church 


Our dear friends will be pleased to learn that work is pro- 
gressing on the Adoration Church at Mundelein. The wainscot- 
ing is about complete, the arches are finished, and the plastering 
is now under way. It will be a very devotional church even 
though one of our dear benefactors expressed her disappointment 
that the stone for our interior wainscoting is not as good as the 
exterior marble used for the Shadd Aquarium or Field’s Museum 
in Chicago. But our sweet Savior is always satisfied with what 
we can give Him, and we have provided the best our means 
would permit. 

We beg our friends and benefactors not to fail us in this 
hour of need. By distributing the ““Golden Opportunity’’ docu- 
ments, you can interest hundreds. We will also gladly send you 
lists describing articles still required. It is a pleasure to say that 
since our last issue the pillar of good St. Ann has found a 
generous sponsor; also the statues of St. Benedict and St. Scho- 
lastica. But the ceiling and the floor are still looking for donors! 


Address: Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 





A Correction: A regrettable error occurred in our March issue, 
page 340, which we hasten to correct. The donors of the Exposition 
Throne for our Mundelein Church are not a family from Cleveland, 
but from Baltimore, Maryland. Though these dear friends made their 
offering in a generous, hidden spirit, and would not wish a public 
correction, we feel it our duty to have “Tabernacle and Purgatory” 
contain for future years, the record of this generous family of brother 
and sisters that has so nobly sacrificed a considerable amount for the 
love of Jesus in the Holy Eucharist. May their example be an incentive 
to many others to sponsor a memorial in our Sanctuary of Perpetual 
Adoration at Mundelein, Illinois. 
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Why Seek in the Mire? 


] N a letter to his disciple Eustochium, St. Jerome stated, for 
her instruction, that in his solitude at Bethlehem he was 
attached to the works of Cicero and read them frequently. 
Once when he was critically ill, our Savior appeared to 
him and summoned him before His tribunal. “Tell Me 
what you are,” demanded Jesus Christ, the Judge. “I am a Christian,” 
responded Jerome. “No,” rejoined Christ, “you are a Ciceronian, 
not a Christian.” He then commanded Jerome to be scourged. 

The saint promised to correct his fault. Having recovered from 
the vision, he found his shoulders livid and actually covered with 
wounds, in consequence of the chastisement inflicted. Thenceforward 
he gave up the works of Cicero and devoted himself to the reading 
of books of piety. It is true that in works like those of Cicero we 
sometimes find useful sentiments, but the same St. Jerome wisely 
said to another disciple: “What need have we of seeking for a little 
gold in the midst of so much mire, when we can read pious books 
in which we can find all gold without any mire?” 

Nowadays, even children grab for the daily newspaper. Prudent 
are those parents who strictly supervise the reading of their boys 
and girls, and who place interesting Catholic literature into their 
hands to cultivate their taste for spiritual reading, or offset the evil 
influence of the secular press. Adults, too, need solid spiritual reading 
to strengthen their faith, imbue them with true Catholic principles 
and enkindle their devotion. 








A magazine which will jnait 6 panes influence for good in 
every home is “Tabernacle and Purgatory,” devoted to the honor of 
the Most Blessed Sacrament and the consolation of the Souls in 
Purgatory. 

Dear reader, this time of depression is in many cases affecting 
even the faith of our good people. They need something to buoy them 
up amidst the anxieties, nay, even financial tragedies of the present 
time. Interest them in “Tabernacle and Purgatory.” It will lead them 
to Jesus in the Most Blessed Sacrament who will solve all their 
difficulties. What an immense amount of good would be effected if 
each reader would secure one new subscription. Make this effort for 


Him who has given you all. 

“Tabernacle and Purgatory"’ printed and published in English and 
in German by the Benedictine Sisters of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, 
Missouri, under a Benedictine Father. Subscription price $1.00 per 
year. Canada, Ireland and England, $1.25. (See page 353). 

Address: Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 








The Sequel 





Sm N our issue of June 1930, the smiling faces of “The 
Seven Joys” may be seen in the shadow of the pines. 
Are our friends interested in the sequel? Those who 
touchingly called themselves Our Lady’s Joys courageously 
passed their novitiate, and by a sweet dispensation of 
Divine Providence pronounced their holy vows on August 22, 1931, 
the Feast of the Seven Joys of the Blessed Virgin Mary. Then they 
received a new name “for having overcome” and to indicate that they 
belong to Jesus. With holy reverence they wear the sacred habit which 
has been handed down from the great St. Benedict. It is associated 
most intimately with the grandest and sweetest memories of the Bene- 
dictine Order. Under it has beat many a sainted heart, that of a St. 
Scholastica, a St. Gertrude, a St. Mechtilde and a St. Walburga. Hidden 
beneath its folds has burned many an undying flame of pure love of 
God and a holy thirst to render all adoration and praise to the Creator. 
It has witnessed countless heroic sacrifices, unseen and unheeded by 
men, but applauded by God and carefully recorded in the Book 
of Life. 

With tender piety they kiss the emblem of the Holy Eucharist 
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which rests upon their heart. It was the Divine Magnet of the 
Eucharist which attracted them to the sanctuary of Perpetual Adoration. 
After the priest, who is closer to the Holy Eucharist, and who draws 
from It by more numerous and copious channels than a perpetual 
adorer? The Sacred Host is the sun, the central point around which 
the life of a faithful adorer revolves. ‘The Holy Eucharist is the 
center of gravity for her entire spirit life: all her thoughts, desires, 
words and deeds converge toward Jesus in the Sacrament of His Love. 
What a grand center of gravity for a woman whose very life is love! 
Many women in the world have for their center of gravity the factory, 
the bank, the office; often, too, the passing fashions, the current amuse- 
ments, the latest gossip, social triumphs. How puny they all are in 
contrast with the pivotal interest and love of the Spouse of. Christ 
for Jesu Hostia! 

Nor does she alone enjoy the graces of such a privileged vocation. 
The Church, the just and sinners, the departed and her own family 
participate in the graces she implores during her vigils before the 
Lord of Hosts. A pious and learned bishop gives it as his private 
opinion that if a family gives a child to God in the priesthood or 
cloister, all the members of that family will be saved. It may not 
be prudent to stress this saying too much, but daily experience brings 
it home to us what a wonderful element of the reawakening of faith 
and the rekindling of the love of God in an entire family is one 
religious or priestly vocation. 

Vocation is a delicate thing. Christ is not demanding; He forces 
no one, and His voice is easily drowned in the roar of the world 
and the sound of other more insistent voices. “Today if you shall 
hear His voice, harden not your hearts” (Ps. xciv. 8). 

We shall gladly correspond with young ladies who feel drawn 
to a life of Eucharistic service, and copies of our pamphlet, “The 
Angelic Service,” describing the life and works of our community 
will be sent promptly upon request. 


Address: Ven. Mother M. Dolorosa, O.S.B., Prioress, 
Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 
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Jesus in the Hearts of Little Children 


An ideal prayer-book for First Communion 


This charming prayer-book of 160 pages contains two Mass 
devotions, Confession and Communion prayers, the Way of the 
Cross, litanies, devotions for Benediction, 8 visits to the Blessed 
Sacrament, and 28 devotion-inspiring pictures A favorite with 
both boys and girls. Rejoice the heart of your own or of some- 
one else's child with one of these books for First Communion. 


BLACK Pin American Seal, Morocco grain leather, red under gold edges, round 
corners, stamped in genuine gold on front, 75 cts. 

WHITE seal grain imitation leather, red under gold edges, round corners, stamped 
in gold on front, 75 cts. 

Black, white, blue or rose cloth, round corners, stamped in imitation gold on 
front, 50 cts. 

Black, white, blue or red flexible cloth, cut flush, round corners, 30 cts. 


Please state kind and color desired. 





Prayer-books 


Golden Book Size 3%x5% in. A complete prayer-book of the 
Blessed Virgin, with Bl. De Montfort’s treatise on “True Devotion to 
Mary.” Pin American Morocco, red under gold edge, $1.75. American 
Morocco, red edge, $1.25. Imitation leather, red edge, 75¢. 

Joy in God A handy “Vest Pocket Manual” containing a choice 
selection of prayers. Small print. 270 pages. Hand-bound, black 
binding, gilt edge, 90¢. 

Golden Links This tasty little prayer-book contains a variety of 
prayers and devotions for young people. Small print. Size 2%x4% 
in., 347 pages. White celluloid, colored picture on cover, gilt edge, 
$1.50. Same in white leather, $1.00. Black leather, red edge, 80¢. 

Catholic’s Pocket Manual A complete manual of prayers and 
devotions, with Epistles and Gospels. 388 pages, American Seal, red 
under gold edge, $1.25. Genuine leather, $1.00. 

Pocket Manual with Epistles and Gospels. Prayers compiled 
from approved sources. Clear print. Cloth, red edge, 25¢. 

The Small Missal Proper of Mass for all Sundays and Principal 
Feasts of the year. Also contains Confession, Communion and various 
other devotions. Handy size 34%x6% in., 446 pages, red edge, imi- 
tation leather, $1.25. 

Prayers of SS. Gertrude and Mechtilde 5% x3% in. Blue cloth 
cover, white edge, small print, $1.00. 

Exercises of St. Gertrude, same binding as above, $1.00. 

Prayers and ikxercises of St. Gertrude The two above volumes 
in one. Imitation leather, red edge, $1.75. 





Dolorous Passion of Our Lord Jesus Christ, according to 
the Revelations of Anna Catherine Emmerich. Also contains a 
sketch of Anna Catherine's life, $2.00. 


Address: Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 





EUCHARISTIC GEMS 


During April and May, we offer the following 
8 booklets for 50 cts. (plus postage) 
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The Holy Eucharist, Our All Che Bread of Life 
Eucharistic Miracles God With Us 


A series of booklets treating of the Most Blessed Sacrament, which 
aim not only to give the proper instruction, but also to instil devotion, 
love and edification into the heart of the reader. (Single copies, 10¢) 


Jesus, Joy of My Heart Jesus Pleads for My Love 
Jesus Loves Me Jesus One With Me 


These four very popular booklets form a series of affectionate 
conversations with our Eucharistic Lord — very simple and charming. 
(Single copies, 5¢) 


The Blessed Sacrament is the most wonderful memorial of our Lord's 
love for us. This great Gift He bestowed upon His Church at the Last 
Supper on Holy Thursday night, but because of her deep mourning for her 
Divine Bridegroom during Holy Week, the Church suppresses her joy over 
this wonderful gift until the Feast of Corpus Christi, when she flings wide her 
doors and amid the singing of hymns and the ringing of bells, exhibits her 
Treasure to all the world. But alas!) How many of her children remain cold 
and unresponsive in the presence of this Mystery of Love! They accept as 
a matter of course the abiding presence of Jesus in our tabernacles, His daily 
renewal of His Sacrifice of the Cross in Holy Mass, and His ineffable goodness 
in communicating Himself to us as the Food of our souls. 

Whether you are lukewarm or fervent, these booklets will prove a power- 
ful stimulus to your devotion to Jesus in the Blessed Sacrament, the Author 
of all grace and the Giver of every good gift. 

A young man writes: ‘‘The series of booklets contains the most 
beautiful reading! I do not believe anyone could read these wonderful 
little books and remain cold and indifferent toward Jesus Eucharistic.” 


A lady from New York: “The little booklets I ordered last month 
arrived in due time. I am delighted with them. They are simply 
wonderful. I cannot tell you how much they mean to me; —so full 
of inspiring thoughts. ‘Jesus, Joy of My Heart’ and the corresponding 
ones are of more real value than numerous sermons. Would that I 
were in a position to order them by the dozen and place them in the 
hands of others! It would do much good, I am sure.” 


A teacher: “Having read with great pleasure these little books 
on the Holy Eucharist, I see a very easy and great means of spreading 
the greatest of devotions among people who would never read a 
lengthy treatise on spiritual subjects.” 


Address: Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 








